ROXANE AND CYRANO                 2O9
ROXANE [attempting to rise}. Again! . . .
CHRISTIAN [hastily, holding her back}. No, I
do not love you! . . .
ROXANE [sitting down again]. That is for-
tunate!
CHRISTIAN. I adore you!
ROXANE [rising and moving away]. Oh! ...
CHRISTIAN. Yes, . , . love makes me into a
fool!
ROXANE [drily]. And I am displeased at it!
as I should be displeased at your no longer being
handsome.
CHRISTIAN. But . , .
ROXANE. Go, and rally your routed eloquence!
CHRISTIAN. I ...
ROXANE. You love me. I have heard it. Good-
evening. [She goes toward the house]
CHRISTIAN. No, no, not yet! ... I wish te-
tell you , , .
ROXANE [pushing open the door to go in].
That you adore me. Yes, I know. No! No! Go
away! . . . Go! . . . Go! . . .
CHRISTIAN. But I ...
[She closes the door in his face]
CYRANO [who has teen on the scene a mo-
ment, unnoticed]. Unmistakably a success.
CHRISTIAN. Help me!
CYRANO. No, sir, no.
CHRISTIAN. I will go kill myself if I am not
taken back into favor at once . * . at once!